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Preface

The Zest of Claire Norman is my first book. It was almost two
years ago that I had come up with the plot idea. After making
several mind maps, I had begun drafting the book. I would
sometimes wake up in the middle of the night with an idea and
scribble it down on the nearest surface.

I kept notepads and sheets on my bedside table. I came up with
the most bizarre of motives, the weirdest of ideas and a crazy
number of characters. Eventually, after several rounds of tweaking
and modifications, I formed what is now the nth draft of the plot.

Looking back, some of the ideas I had were truly horrible. But in
its own way, they helped me become more creative. Bad ideas
stemmed into better ones. And my stack of scribbled notes was
forgotten.

I wrote this book back in 2020 during the lockdown. Since then,
this manuscript has matured like wine in an oak barrel.

I’m excited now and relieved that the book is finally out!

Hope you enjoy reading it as much as I enjoyed penning it.

Tatwamasi Dani
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CHAPTER

One

Claire Norman
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Laying on the grass, her eyes closed, the warmth of the sun
putting her to sleep. Oh, how she wished she could stay in that
moment forever. It was like an enchantment, a perfect utopia. She
didn’t have to worry about school or her family constantly
relocating from one place to another. She was peaceful, alone yet
not lonely.

Claire had always loved coming to the park. When she was
younger, she would want to take rides on the merry-go round.
Waiting for her turn to go on the swing, she would go and stand in
the line with the other kids. When it was finally her turn, she would
clutch on to the two chains tightly, push off her leg and swing
upwards. There would be times when she would stand up and swing
harder, feeling the wind brush against her cheeks. Her hair flying
back and forth as she swung up and down. She loved being high up
in the air as the wind caressed her.

Now that Claire was older, she no longer felt the desire to play
on swings or slides. She had outgrown them. But Claire did like the
outdoors. Breathing fresh air, being surrounded by nature; she
loved it all. Constantly being in her room, in an enclosed space
bored her. It made her suffocated.

It had been a few weeks since Claire had moved to Brookbanks.
She barely knew anyone there. The place would take some getting
used to. But Claire wasn’t bothered. After all, it wasn’t something
she hadn’t done before.

She often moved around with her family. Wherever her father
was deputed. When Claire started liking a place, when she made
friends there, when she could finally call her house a home; that is
when she felt uprooted from it. At least that was her side of it.
Either way, she didn’t have much of a choice.
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Claire was only twelve, and she could remember at least four
homes she had resided in previously. One of her favourites had
been Charlottetown. Her house was next to a golf course. For miles,
there was nothing but freshly mowed grass. While this may seem
like a serene environment, Claire disagreed. She hated the clickety-
clack of the golf balls as players hit one after the other on the range.
They made a very distinct sound. And when a lousy golfer faded a
ball sharply, it landed on Claire’s lawn and made a loud thump. One
that angered Claire. She eventually found a way to deal with her
anger. Every time a ball came into the garden, she would carefully
pick it, clean and hide it under her bed. Sometimes, she’d just swing
her dad’s club to throw the ball right where it came from.

Claire had been sitting in her garden, in front of a flower bed
she had grown with her mother. It had just begun to blossom. Claire
was admiring it, its vibrant tropical colours – red, orange and yellow,
how its petals spread out; its beauty was inexplicable. Claire heard a
whooshing sound, like something was cutting through the wind. She
quickly bent down so that the object didn’t hit her.

‘Thump,’ came a golf ball, right into the bed on a flower and
smashed it right to the ground. The once exquisite flower now
looked withered and dishevelled. ‘Enough,’ Claire said. She marched
into the garage where her father’s golf kit was tucked away. She
pulled out a 9 iron from the kit and headed straight to the garden.

These days, instead of hiding the ball, whenever a ball landed in
the garden, she would grab her dad’s club and with all the strength
in her little limbs, Claire would swing the club as hard as possible.
This didn’t last long.

Andrea, Claire’s mother, had found out about it. It was the
divots that gave it away. There were duff marks, and dug-up soil
nearly everywhere.
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It made the garden look unpleasant. Andrea couldn’t organize
her afternoon tea parties because the garden was no longer a
flower-filled paradise with manicured grass. It was akin to a
potholed road!

That was a long time ago. Claire kept thinking about her
previous home in San Francisco. It was always crowded. Claire
remembered jogging by the Bay Area, going up and down on cable
cars and walking up the steep streets. The warmth of California was
welcoming but she hated that there was lesser nature, closer to
where they resided.

Claire, who was still laying on the grass, wondered what would
have happened if she stayed in one place. A place that she could
truly call home. A place where she could make friends for life,
where she could be alongside her family. A place where Claire could
be happy. Not that she wasn’t happy with her own life. She had her
mother, Andrea, who she dearly loved.

Opening her eyes, Claire found the sun brighter than ever.
Shielding her eyes from it, she wondered if wearing sunglasses
could be a good idea. Once again, Claire closed her eyes and went
into a trance-like state.
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